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long retreat in one of these old walls, and whirled off with a
scream over the elder bush where the two onlookers were hid-
den. Catching sight of them there, it flew sideways with a sound
so unusual that it caused Mad Bet to snatch the shawl from her
head. Hurriedly, Mr. Evans pulled Cordelia back, and following
an instinct, the childishness of which was natural to both of
them, they retreated at a wild rush through the spruces and at
a still faster pace down the slope of the hill!
It was not indeed until they reached their Scotch fir that he
let her pause to take breath; and then, when between his laboured
gasps he tried to kiss her as he had kissed her before, the same
wild, horse-like, hysterical laugh broke from her lips. The sound
was disquieting but it had the effect of soothing the nerves of
her who uttered it. This queer couple resembled each other in
the irrelevant and motiveless way they both were accustomed to
burst out laughing. "Those two were up to some mischief, Owen,"
murmured the girl. But Mr. Evans hurriedly veered from this
grim topic.
"Where the guide books make their great mistake," he said, as
they now turned homeward, "is in treating Glastonbury as a frag-
ment of history, instead of something that's making history.
Your father's absolutely right. It's the future that's important"
Cordelia made no reply. It was always in relation to her father's
ideas that she came nearest to losing her respect for Mr. Evans.
As she felt this cool night wind blow against her face, and heard
her leather boots creak with their familiar little creakings, and
thought of the cake she had made yesterday for their tea today,
and fumbled with the handle of Mr. Evans5 stick as the next best
thing to holding his hand, it seemed to her that this masculine
desire to create some "important" future was one of the dreariest
mockeries of human values that existed in the world.
"Keep us alive. Give us food. Give us love. Give us children.
But take your 'important' Communisms and Capitalisms from
around our waists and from about our necks!"
Thus would Cordelia have liked to have expressed herself if
she could have found the right words. It would have been a satis-
faction to scream out once in her life at the top of her lungs to
her father, to her husband, to Dave Spear: "You are all a lot